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| EIA Gill a — to the brim, 


< | - direful news from Baux came, 


| Our bullocks they 5 ta'en away, 1 


. That's right, that's right,“ reply d our s, 


| 7 Example let them take 8 By 


- Shut them all up as I have done 


„ And drink to Gotham's mayor ; 
5 Ad when agaia he hears ſuch news, 


% May F- be there.” 
. lately in a loyal ſong, 


N And ſome right loyal bard ; 


* too, no doubt was he, 
! his prayer was heard. 


The French were landed there; 


8. letter written with all ſpeed \ '+- 
Wag ſent zg Gothan s mayor.” „„ 

= The crews of three French ſhips of var, A 
Have landed on our — | --1 155 

| Bend for Lord F. 0 * be, +; = 
« Or we ſhall all 


Our cows and ſheep beſides | 
O woe betide them,” ſays our mayor, _ ; 
5 They'll raiſe the Price of nioxs.““ 


4 Fear not, fear not,” ſays 3 
Who now before him ſtood, 

. To guard you I will ſpend my laſt, 
Laſt drop of noble blood FR: ch 


"Dh this our mayor began to hold 
Ere& his drooping head ; 

« I will not,” quoth Lord Bamberg, 

. This night lie down. my head. 


To guard-houſe 1 will hie with peed,” 
And watch till morn appear; 

| Each Gothamite may ſoundly lep, 
No cauſe have they to fear“ 


S 


9 Mantime” ſays Gotham's mayor, „Lei by En 
Iso haſte, a letter write 


To George our king, ſome ſhips to fend, 
Jo intercept their flight.“ 


70 George our king the ridings came, 
At London where he lay; 

8 What ! cattle, cattle; ſheep indeed: 
To Windſor haſte away; 


" Lack up my pretty little ſheep, 
My pigs and geeſe likewiſe 

No bloody frenchman ſhall deſtroy 
What Ifo dearly prize. 


Then run tell B—y P. to come, 
And bring his brother here,; 

But firſt call Tom the butler up, 
Jo get me ſome ſmall beer. 


"How happens Ch——-m, that no n 
© You have ſent to the North | ? 5 
Not. one, I'm told, is to be ſeen 

From Thames unto the Tork. 75 


« $0 pleaſe you,” bowing low, fas 8 


„I would have ſent a few, 


But that I thought you'd want them here 
Againſt the next review.” 


« One ſhip I cannot ſpare; - 
And if the French do get their ſheep, 
Why det them tale more care. 


And they'll receive no harm; 


Upon my Windſor farm.” 


80 Tpake our gracious ſovereign lord, e 
And ſo I end my ſong; | „„ . 


May heaven from rots preſerve his ſheep, 
N way his life be Fg ! 


Tay 10th, 1794. 25 


